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on his chest as though he were drunk. I gathered
that I was to do the talking.
"Where are you going to?" the colonel asked me
suddenly. This is a common conversational gambit
when travelling; it need not mean anything.
"Ho Ma."
"What is your business?" I knew this would be the
next question.
"I am going to visit some friends, missionary
friends." I did not know if there were missionaries
at Ho Ma, but we could take a chance on that. It was
the only good reason why any foreigner should be
travelling at such a time. "Where are you going?" I
returned the compliment.
He replied with a name that meant nothing to me.
But he was obviously curious about Miao. "My friend
is very tired," I said. "This train is not good for
sleep." And I yawned cavernously.
The colonel took the hint. He stretched out again,
and was soon snoring, with his head jolting rhythmic-
ally against the green suitcase. He kept his despatch-
case under one shoulder.
The night seemed as though it would never pass.
At larger stations, a guard would waken the colonel,
who went out to talk to very deferential subordinates
on the wind-swept platform. The halts grew longer
and longer.
Then, before one was really aware of it, the dawn
had broken. It made no impression on most of
the passengers, who lay around in a stupor in the
posture of fallen Titans. But at least it gave us some-
thing to look at besides the indecent slumbers of the
Nanking colonel.